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Sorrow did stab herself, in hope to meet

The gamester in Elysium.    Amidea

You will allow beneath this Roman dame ?

Duke. Lorenzo, had the burning ravisher
Made this attempt on Amidea, she
Would have compelled his penitence, to quench
His fire with holy tears.    I had a body
Refined to air, or I was borne up by
A thousand wings : methought I could have flown
And kissed the cheek of Cynthia, thence with ease
Have leaped to Venus' star, but I was wounded,
And the gay feathers, in whose pride I had
My confidence, served now but with their weight
To hasten me1 to earth.

Lor. Ascend again,

And fix in your loved orb; he brings this comfort
That can assure it, if you have not lost
A heart to entertain with love and pleasure
The beauteous Amidea.

Duke. Ha!

Lor. You shall enjoy her.

Duke. Enjoy fair Amidea? do not tempt  *
Or rather mock my frailty with such promise.

Lor. Shake off your melancholy slumber, I
Have here decreed you shall possess her: she
Be sent submissive to your arms, and you
Be gracious to accept what she made coy of.

Duke. Is this in nature?

Lor. Thus : Sciarrha's life
And fortunes are already growing forfeit,
These brains have plotted so: your mercy shall
Purchase what you can wish for, in his sister;
And he acknowledge rifling of her honour
A fair and cheap redemption.

Duke. Do this;
And I'll repent the folly of my
And take thee to my soul, a